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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
THREE SONGS 

UNFAILING 

When, like a flower, your loved one lies 

Beneath the grasses 

Sleeping the great sleep, 
Go out unlonely to the folding hills — 

They will not let you weep. 

When one by one your dreams have stolen by, 
And blackness fills the night, 
And pain and care, 

Reach up for comfort to the leaning sky — 
The coming of the dawn is still a prayer. 

RAIN 



The golden sun is garish 

On the white wall of the day. 

I close my eyes against it 
For a vision cool and gray. 

Gray-fissued and gray-skirted, 
She sweeps across the plain 

And wraps me in her softness — 
O Rain, my mother Rain ! 
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A soft gray wall of rain 

Shuts all the world away — 
The voices of the toilers, 

The urgent thoughts of day. 
As silence or as night 

It closes me about, 
And shields me in a solitude 

That shuts the loud world out. 

I care not for the sun 

Or where the winds blow free; 
I love the folds of rain, 

The mist enclosing me. 



Frances Shaw 



QUATRAIN 

As old I am as that white, throbbing star, 

Young as these herbs of spring that quickly pass. 

My soul goes up the pathway of the star, 
My feet go down the pathway of the grass. 

Anna Spencer Twitchell 



b55l 



